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afford me a new delight, or remain as she is, and
so hold my soul in a snare. Great God! When
they talk of woman's constancy do they ever
know what the faithfulness of man sometimes
means?

"For all her passions matched with mine
Are as moonlight unto sunlight and as water unto wine."

I hear the rustling of her dress, and my blood
is in my face; she stops beside me, and my heart
holds its beating; I close my eyes and see her, see
how the little waves of hair kiss the white slim'
ness of her neck, and how the eyelids kiss her
eyes; see her head bend, and the heaving of her
bosom. Each drop of my blood is a mirror of her
loveliness. Without her my life is a dream. But
were I dead and buried, I should wake to life
again as soon as her footfall startled my solitude.
Ah! Seville! What strength is to a man and youth
to a woman, that thou art among the cities of this
world! Of the fair moonlight the forms of thy
daughters are made, and their eyes of the depth
of thy heaven.

And so it is but fitting that before we leave
Seville we should go on to the flat roof of the
hotel at night and look out over the city. There
it sleeps in the moonlight beneath us, and beside
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